THE LYS1STRATA, OMMMfc

MY. By Aphrodite, yes ! say what you like.'*
ci.   Lord Zeus, I pray the ointment may he spill,I b
MY. Put out your hand, take some, anoiufc yourself,
ci.   I swear this stuff is anything but sweet,

The brand is Wait-and-see, no marriage smell!
MY. How stupid ! here I've brought the Khodian kind.
ci.   It's good enough, my dear.
MY.                                           Rubbish, good man !c

ci.   Perdition take the man that first made ointment 1d
MY. Here, take this flask.

ci.                                    I've all the flask I want.

Come to my arms, you wretched creature you 1
No more things, please !
MY.                                       I will, by Artemis.

There go my shoes, at least.    Now don't forget,.
You'll vote for peace, my dearest.
ci.                                                        Oh, I'll see/

The creature's done for me, bamboozled me,
Gone off and left me in this wretched state.
What will become of me ? whom shall 1 fondle

Robbed of the fairest fair ?
Who will be ready this orphan to dandle ?
Where's Cynalopex t ?  where ?

Find rne a nurse !
M, en.                She's left you a curse.

Oh I'm so sorry, () I grieve for ye,

Tis more than a man can bear :
Not a soul, not a loin, not a heart, not a groin,

e " But what he moans we cannot, nay, for before ho has #one
further Myrrhina disappears into the Acropolis, ami he limis that
she has been playing him false throughout " : It.

f **He speaks of Jus ^wX^p (rnf. 979) as if K wen* A motherless
daughter. Its own mother has descried it; he ximst hire a nur.se
for it from the iro/uro/fof/cfc, PhHoslrutus, who was nicknamed
Sec /C 1060 " : It,